ON   THE   ROAD  TO  MECCA              129

called. Here, however, amid the Orient, it simply
signified a Westerner. I know that story-tellers, anxious
to gain the Arabian Nights flavour for their stories,
make the Moslems call Europeans "Franks." The
expression is not absolutely wrong, because it resulted
from the famous visit of Haroun al Raschid's ambassa-
dors to Charlemagne, King of the Franks, Nowadays,
however, the Eastern people seldom use it.

Hearing the host describe me as a Kafir several poorly
clad customers arose and took a good stare at Mahmoud
Mobarek Churchward. My Matof explained I was a
true believer, and hereupon for some reason the Mena
citizens thought me a man of importance. Several
seized my hand, which they kissed before I could pull
it away, in the manner etiquette required. Although it
was the middle of the night, the local beggars had not
yet closed down their business. Three or four arrived
during the half-hour I stayed and the Wakeel took out
my purse and gave them alms. Having done this he
motioned outside with his long brown fingers and I knew
that the time for leaving had come. We greeted the
villagers in general and as I mounted the saddle again
several of them could be heard speaking about the
strangeness of my action in not joining the usual
caravans. The fact that I employed my own private
Matof, while everybody else shared such an official with
a hundred companions, seemed to them a sign of high
standing.

In the dim brightness of the comet and the stars I
could now see my Wakeel nervily peering from side to